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louring the years between 
1850 and 1870, the american gunsmiths 
proved their ingenuity in producing 
many varieties of guns and car- 
tridges, notable was the develop- 
ment and growth of small, compact 
multi-shot hand guns, chambered 
to take the perfected rim-f[re 
cartridge. 

Some of these weapons 
held from two to five rounds, 
loading methods were basically 
the same as for single shot pistols, 
barrels tipping down, up, sliding 
forward or barrels revolving 
to one side. 



f AMOUS GUNMAKERS LIKE REMI NGTON, SMITH 8j WESSON AND SHARPS TURNED 
OUT THESE SMALL WEAPONS, LATER KNOWN AS DERRINGERS. CALIBERS RANGED 
FROM .22 TO .44. REPUTABLE CITIZENS, LAWMEN AND BADMEN OFTEN CARRIED 
THESE GUNS AS A SECOND, HIDDEN WEAPON. THEIR RANGE OF ACCURACY WAS 
VERY LIMITED BUT ACROSS A TABLE OR ALLEY, THEY WERE DEADLY ! 
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^nROY TAKES A PRISONER 

THAT RIDER LOOKS LIKE MULEFACE 
MAGGIE O'TOOLE, TRIGGER) AND WEARING 
A GUN! MEANS 
TROUBLE FOR 
SOMEBODY- 



S- IT SO STRANGE THAT THE LONG- 
SUFFERING VOTERS OF CALABASH 
. COUNTY SHOULD PIN A SHERIFF'S 
^ STAR ON THE ONLY HONEST 
CANDIDATE THEY COULD FIND? 
DOWNTRODDEN AS THEY ARE BY 
VANCE NARDAHL AND HIS FELLOW 
CATTLE- KINGS- 





THE LOG ON THE ROAD-- 
AND -THE MAIL SACK IS 
GONE! CHANCES ARE 
THE BANK WAS SHIPPING 
CASH IN IT TO THE 
RAILROAD TODAY- 




WHAT A BRAIN YEVE GOT, MR. 
NARDAHL! I SUPPOSE IN ANOTHER 
FIVE MINUTES YE LL HAVE THE 
CRIMINAL HIMSELF ALL TIED UP FOR 
DELIVERY! IN THE MEANTIME, I COULD 
USE A REAL CLUE- 



HE-E-EY! MERES 
SOMEBODY'S HAT! 
RECKON THE ROBBER 
SAW US COMING AND 
DROPPED IT. 




THERE'S TOUR CUJE-- 
LETTERS J.K. CUT INTO ^ 
THE SWEATBAND! 




UN8UCKLE YOUR 
GUNBELTS- 
OF YOU! 1 




IT WAS LYING NEAR THE BODY OF 
SUNDANCE JOHNSON AND HIS WRECKED 
MAIL STAGE! THE MAIL SACK WAS GONE! 

I'VE GOT TO TAKE YOU IN, JOHNNY 
K1TTERING---EVEN THOUGH I'D AS /— 
SOON BELIEVE MYSELF GUILTY AS / 

1 WOULD YOU. f 




fVE GOT A STOUT JAIL AND PLENTY OF AMMUNITION. 1 . 
NO DRUNKEN MO_B_ 1S_GOING TO TAKE A, PRISONER^> 




SEND THIS WIRE RIGHT 
AWAY, MISTER' THERE 
WONT BE ANY ANSWER-* ■ 
AND/YOU CAN KEEP 
THE CHANGE 




-—AT HIS TRACKS... HMMMM/ LEFT HIND SHOE] 
PINCHED IN A LITTLE! RIGHT HIND SHOE HAS 
A BUILT-UP CAULK... 




I'VE GOT A HUNCH THAT MAY SAVE JOHNNY 
KITTERING'S UFE---BUT THE ONLY TIME ■ 
1 GUN PLAY IT IS WHILE VANCE NARDAHL 
IS WORKING UP HIS MOB IN TOWN. LET'S 

GO, trigger! 





(STRETCH YOURSELF, TRIGGER! IF 
NARDAHL HAStfT WORKED HiS MOB UP 
TO A KILLING MOOD, THIS NEWS MAY 

| SET 'EM BACK ON THEIR HEELS, f— - 




BUT AS ROY ENTERS THE EDGE OF TOWN, RIFLE AND 
PISTOL SHOTS AHEAD SEEM TO DOOM PEACE AND 
ORDER. . 

"fiOWF/R 
MAYBE V 
c -fi-(i.RAGKi ~~y c ~-^ S TOO I 

bang! / 





...AND SIGHT OF THE MOB 
IN FRONT OF THE JAIL 
CONFIRMS HIS WORST FEARS 



UNNOTICED BY THE ANGRY, 
SHOUTING MOB, A SMALL 
PLANE GLIDES DOWN 
OVER THE TOWN'S 
R R ft R * ROOF TOPS... 



IT'S CLARKE HANDLEY, THE 
OLD SKY-RIDER.' i HOPE. 
HE LAYS SOME EGGS--- / 




ffROM THE OPEN VAULT COMES APACHE 

mkiV/m SELECTED 

LOOT 




HOWLING LIKE J^YAH-OW~7\ 

* WOLF, APACHE ( OW-UH! <^ 




(ILL FIX HIM- 
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IN A STORM OF WILD BULLETS, FROM THE LAW 
SIDE," APACHE'S HORSE SHOWS HIS HEELS... 




APACHE GOT AWAY, ROY! It) \ / APACHE IS 
HAVE STOPPED HIM---ONLY 1- J MY JOB, 
HIS BULLET CRIPPLED J I SHERIFF! lit. 

my gun arm! j —' \ bring him 

back! 




there! they \M clever boy, apache. 

WON'T GIVE JB WHAT'S NEXT ON THE 

ANYBODY ^^fc— ^^b, PROGRAM 
ELSE LEAD 
POISONING 



WHATS NEXT, MISTER MAN-HUNTER ROGERS? 
FIRE! THAT'S WHAT! 1 COULD THINK OF 
OTHER WAYS TO AMUSE YOU— BUT THEY'D 
TAKE TOO MUCH TIME, AND iVE GOT TO KEEP 
MOVING! 




hurry— hjjrry! 
i can feel the w^jhe budod will wash 
poison going up m some of it out. and 
My leg! o^^B i'll suck on it 




We'll ride around it! if roy got through, we'll 
find his trail- if he didn't, we'll find him — later! 




Breed of 
the Pioneers 




■ WESTERN PRINTING &LITHO. CO. 

Doc Thomas straightened up from his ex- 
amination end frowned. 

"BlastinV he said to the old man on the 
shack's lower bunk, "your mining days are 
over— unless you have enough 'dust' salted 
away to pay for treatment at a big "city hos- 
pital. I'll be perfectly frank about it. When 
you fell down that mine shaft of yours you 
damaged your backbone, beyond MY abil- 
ity to repair it. Complete rest, and, later, 
light rubbing with liniment, MAY get you back 
on your feet after awhile— but not to work. 
I'll be going now." 

Blastin' Blaine's eyes were haunted with 
patn, but his jaw was set and hard as granite. 

"Jamie!" he said to the twelve-year-old boy ■ 
who stood just inside the doorway, "Jamie, 
give Doc whot's left of that poke of gold dust 
that we panned after our vein pinched out. 



There'll be enough to pay for his visit, I 
reckon. . . ." 

"No!" Doc Thomas exclaimed. "Wait till 
I send you o bill. You're going to need 'sup- 
plies and medicines from town, right away, 
Blastin'. So long! And if the pain gets worse, 
let me know." 

As the clatter of Doc's horse'died away up 
the gulch, Jamie Cameron held a dipper of 
water to Blastin's lips. His small, fanned jaw 
was set, too, iri imitation of the man who had ■ 
picked him up as a stray, and fathered him 
for two years past. 

"Blastin'," he promised, "you're going to 
that big city hospital, if thafs what it takes 
to get you well again! I'll find the gold to pay 
for it— somewhere: I'm a pretty good hard' 
rock miner now— and I can pan placer gold 
for day wages till I make a real strike. You 
never let me down, Blastin', and I'll never let 
you down, either!" 

Blastin' Blaine gritted his teeth as he lay 
back in the bunk, but his eyes showed the hint 
of a smile. 

"Thanks, partner," he replied, "I always 
knew I could count an you in a pinch! Now 
you just leave the water bag handy to my 
reach, and get started for town. We're purf 
nigh out of flour and beans and sugar. 
Reckon we can afford a pound or two of 
coffee, too." 

With nothing but the second-best water 
bag slung on her empty pack saddle, Cassan- 
dra the burro headed for town, fifteen miles 
away\ She knew the way, from long experi- 
ence. And, waiting only long enough to make 
sure that Blastin' wanted nothing, Jamie Cam- 
eron followed her. 

Eight hours later, his stomach fortified by 
a can of beans and another can of tomofoes, 
Jamie headed the little jenny out of Gold 
Town's single street, bound for home. The 
pack saddle was loaded now, and the pace 
would be slower. Jamie Was tired, dog-tired! 
But he didn't plan to sleep on the way unless 
he had to. His partner would be needing him 
—needing food and drink and comfort. 




and medicines for the next month! By painful 
stages, Jamie reached the rock shoulders, 
climbed below them, slid to Jhe ledge at their 
toot. Surely Cassandra could not have gone 
farther! But she was not in sight. 

Could the slide have buried her, pack and 
all? 

Jamie shuddered. He looked around more 
carefully, and noted a cleft in the crag to his 
'' right. He scrambled up ten feet of gravel to 
reach it . . . and looked into a small, black 



Daylight had already come, when Cassan- 
dra pointed her gray nose into the maze of 
rocky draws -and gulches that hid Blastin' 
Blaine's shack. Jamie stumbled after her, in a 
fog of weariness. But he wouldn't stop to rest. 

"Blastin' will be put of drinking water by 
now," he remembered. "I could cut off a cou- 
ple of miles by using the Short Cut. Reckon 
we'll try it, Cassandra." 

The- Short Cut had been used but twice 
in the two years that Jamie had lived with 
Blastin' Blaine. It followed the base of broken 
cliffs, below which a talus slope led down to 
other cliffs and crags as yet unexplored. Down 
there the footing was too treacherous, the 
danger of rock slides too real. 

Cassandra's hard little hoofs trod the top 
of the talus slope gingerly— but weariness 
must have dulled even her keen instinct for 
spotting" nature's booby traps. She stepped on 
the wrong piece of weathered talus—and 
went sliding down with a small-scale ava- 
lanche. Between two broken shoulders of rock 
she disappeared! 

Jamie watched in horror— then started look- . 
ing for a safer way down. The contents of 
Cassandra's pack meant life for Blastin'— food 



At the entrance he stopped, with the hairs 
at the base of his neck prickling. From some- 
where inside came a snarling sound. A bear? 
A mountain lion? Either one might pick such 
a place for a den! Perhaps the critter had 
killed Cassandra— dragged her inside! 

The snarling sound stopped. Screwing up 
his courage, Jamie took a step into the cave 
. . . and another . . . and another. Now he 
could see the dim shape of the animal, twenty 
feet farther back! But there was no smell of 
bear or cat. The snarling sound began again! 

Jamie took a match from his pocket and 
struck if. In the flickering flame's light, Cas- 
sandra stood, SUCKING at a trickle of water 
.that seeped from a wall of glittering quartz. 
And laced through that quartz were threads 
and specks of yellow GOLD! 
. Enough gold to fake Blastin' to the biggest 
hospital in California! 

"I promised I wouldn't let you down. Part- 
ner!" whispered Jamie Cameron. 







FIRE DOES SOME 
MYSTERIOUS THINGS, 

J 1 CAN'T ■>. I RECKON 

/UNDERSTAND ) BUT NOTHING 

'WAS EVER MORE 
MYSTERIOUS THAN 
1.THE WOLF BASIN FIRES 
THAT I STOPPED i 





THE RAFTER K OUTFIT SENT 
THREE DIFFERENT RIDERS OUT 
INTO THE WOLF BASIN ROUGHS, 
TO ROUND UP STRAYS 
THAT YEAR— AND 
NONE OF 'EM CAME 
BACK ALIVE! 





IN EACH CASE IT WAS THE SAME> A 6'OWBOY DEAD 

IN HIS BLANKET. . . POUNDED AND BUSTED AS IF BY A 
BIG, ROUND CLUB! HIS FIRE SCATTERED, AND THE 
BRUSH AROUND HIM BURNED! 



"THE ONLY TRACK OR SIGN WE COULD FIND 
LOOKED UKE SOMEBODY HAD HIT THE 
GROUND WITH THE ROUND, SMOOTH END 
OF A POST! IT WAS SURE UNCANNY! 




"ONCE WE FOUND 
THE POOR COWBOY'S 
HOSS... KILLED 
THE SAME WAY." 





a 


EXPECTED TO / 
SEE ME AGAIN. \ 
BUT I HAD A a- t 

COUPLE OF JE5*WoB 
IDEAS ^"wSC 


=-^_ __-^irB 


AvL 




omSr^Ji 






Bye « 



"WHEN I GOT TO WOLF BASIN, 1 PICKED A 

SPOT IN A LITTLE CIRCLE OF JACK PIN 

AND STRUNG BARBED WIRE AROUND IT^ 

,FIVE STRANDS H1G 




"THEN I PICKED ANOTHER SPOT TWENTY 
YARDS AWAY, AND LIGHTED A LITTLE CAMPFIRE. 
WHATEVER THE CRITTER WAS WHO'D KILLED 
THOSE POOR COWBOYS AND SCATTERED THEIR 
FIRES... WELL.3 WANTED TO SEE HIM DO 17 TO 
M/JVE/. 




" I' LEFT A STRAW £■£ 
DUMMY LYING BY" 
THE FIRE... IT WAS* 
TWILIGHT BY THE^ 
AND MIGHTY 
SPOOKY IN.THE 
PINES... BUT I, 
HAD MY OLD .44 
WINCHESTER 
THAT HAD KNOCKED 
0*ER MORE'N ONE 
BEAR— AND THE 
WIRE PEN WAS 
SOME COMFORT. 






"THE BLACK HOURS 
CREPT ALONG.BUT 
NOTHING STIRRED! 
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*X MADE A COUPLE OF TRIPS OUT TO >UT 
MORE WOOD ON MY FIRE— BUT I DIDN'T 
LINGER! THERE WERE TOO MANY SHADOWS 

PLAYING TAG AMONGST THE TREES, TO SUIT ME. 



"I KNEW THAT THE OR/TT£R HAD SNEAKED UP 

I ON MY SADDLE MATES WITHOUT A SOUND 

BECAUSE THEIR GUNS HAO NOT BEEN FIRED. 



: . "ALONG TOWARD MORNING 




-SUDDENLY, I WAS ON Mr FEET 1 THE HAIR-RAISING 
SCREAM THAT HAD WAKEO ME SPLIT THE NIGHT 
AGAIN! THE CRITTER HAD COME!" 




"AN EMBER FLAMED A 
UTTLE.ANDt SAW A 
SHADOWY SOMETHING 
POUNCE ON MY STRAW 

DUMMY! THERE WAS A 
HEAVY POUNDING, 
LIKE CLUBS 




"IN THE QUIET THAT FOLLOWED,! COULD HEAR 
THE HEAVY BREATHING OF THE Cfi/TTER.'H£ 
WAS COMING CLOSER TO MY BARBED WIRE 

PEN, BUT 2 COULDN'T SEE HIM YET* I 

COULD FEEL MY SCARED HOSS TREMBLE! ' 



j "AGAIN THAT HORRID SCREAM SPLIT THE 
DARKNESS! SOMETHING HEAVY HIT MY PEN! I 

A WIRE SNAP — " 





"I FOUND MYSELF SHOOTING TOWARD THE 
SOUND. AS FAST AS I COULD WORK MY 
RIFLE'S LEVER! I HOPED THOSE HEAVY .44 
SLUGS WERE HITTING... WHATEVER .If WASf 



"MY WINCHESTER 
WAS EMPTY! I DIDN'T 
EVEN STOP TO RELOADS 
1 PULLEO MY WIRE M 
CUTTERS OUT-OP Mjgl 
POCKET. AND.. 




" I TOOK 'EM STRAIGHT TO MY PEN tN THE PINES-- 
— AND THERE LAY THE CRITTER, STONE 
DEAD!' 





WELL, AT FIRST I COULD 
HARDLY BELIEVE MY 
EYES! IT WAS NOTHING 
I BUTABIG, BLACK WILD 
BOSS. I COULDN'T 
FIGURE IT OUT, 
UNTILWE 
HAD A 
LOOK AT 



SUBSCRIBE NOW— MAIL 

Please print your name 




THEY WERE JUST MISSHAPEN BALLS 

OF HORN NOT LIKE REAL 

HOOFS: THAT POOR HOSS HAD RUN 
OVER THE BURNING GROUND LEFT 
BY A FOREST FIRE WHEN HE WAS 
, A COLT! WHEN HE GREW 
UP, WITH'THOSE 
QUEER FEET, THE 
SMELL OF ANY 
FIRE DROVEHIM 
KILL1NG-CRAZY1 
IT WAS ANACTOF 
MERCY WHEN MY 
RIFLE ENDED HIS 
MISERY SO QUICK! 



THIS COUPON TODAY! 

clearly in lead pencil. 
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